PERILS OF THE WELL-SINKERS

average being eleven fathoms, and some there are of fifteen
and seventeen fathoms in the west.

The shallower wells of the southern sands are sometimes
filled in after watering to obstruct a possible pursuer. But
here the water-holes are roofed to protect them, for great
labour, skill and courage have gone in their making. Indeed,
the deep water-holes of Tuwal exact a toll of life for the soft
sides are prone to slip and entomb the miners, and all that
avails for revetment is the coiled branches of some wretched
bush of the sands. As we passed Safif, a Murri turned to me.
'Four of my brothers' (i.e. Murra tribesmen) clie in the
bottom there. Two of them had descended to clean it out
and were overwhelmed by slipping sand, and their com-
panions, following to rescue them, were engulfed too.
Safif is a tomb; we have abandoned it.'

The fasting month of Ramadhan was upon us. No
crescent moon had been seen on the morning of 2oth
January, so hopes were set upon the evening. We halted in
good time, all eyes towards the western sky in the wake of
the setting sun. The first appearance of the Ramadhan
moon excites intense eagerness on the part of the Faithful,
and in Oman its entry and exit are accompanied by the
booming of more than a monarch's salute. This evening
disappointment was in store for us. The saffron sky turned
to slaty grey and then to darkness, but there was no moon;
to-morrow my companions would not be glorifying God in
the Fast.

Farajja, our next water-hole, lay a nine and a half hours'
march distant, and we were obliged to make it because our
water-skins were empty. We were thus still in the saddle
when just after sunset rifle shots rang out from ahead, and a
faint wisp of the crescent moon showed in the pale sky.
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